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perversely. "What can I gain by it? Some extra seconds
of dying, while I forfeit the pleasure of having a few words
with a nice woman like you. I'm sure the people in the
other world can't be as nice as those here."
"That fine lady will come back here and scold me for
letting you talk," interrupted the mother anxiously.
"She's no fine lady. She's a revolutionary, comrade,
and a wonderful woman. Of course she'll scold you. She
scolds everybody."
With obvious effort, Yegor began to tell her the story
of his neighbour's life. There was a twinkle in his eye
and the mother realised he had been teasing her.
"He's dying," she thought as she looked into his moist,
discoloured face.
Ludmilla came back, carefully closed the door behind
her, and turned to the mother.
"Your friend must change his clothes and leave my
room as soon as possible, so you must go and get some
things for him to wear. Bring them here. Too bad Sophia
is away—that's her speciality, hiding people."
"She's coming tomorrow," said the mother as she threw
her shawl over her shoulders.
Whenever she was given some task she was so eager
to perform it quickly and well that she could" think of
nothing else.
"How do you think he should be dressed?" she now
asked in a businesslike tone, knitting her brows.
"It doesn't matter. He'll leave at night."
"Night's worse—fewer people on the streets, and the
police more watchful. He isn't a very sly one, you know."
Yegor laughed huskily.
"Can I come to the hospital to see you?" asked the
mother.
He nodded and coughed.
"Would you like to take turns with me at his bedside?"
asked Ludmilla, glancing at the mother with her dark
eyes. "You would? Very well. But now be off as fast as
you can."

